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Her in whom God hath set so much of grace.
Show now some ruth if 'tis a thing thou hast !
I seem to see Heaven's gate, that is shut fast,
Open, and angels filling all the space
About me,— come to fetch her soul whose laud
Is sung by saints and angels before God.	CO
Song, thou must surely see how fine a thread
This is that my last hope is holden by,
And what I should be brought to without her.
Therefore for thy plain speech and lowlihead
Make thou no pause :   but go immediately,
Knowing thyself for my heart's minister,)
And with that very meek and piteous air
Thou hast, stand up before the face of Death,
To wrench away the bar that prisoneth
And win unto the place of the good fruit.	70
And if indeed thou shake by thy soft voice
Death's mortal purpose,—haste thee and rejoice
Our lady with the issue of thy suit.
So yet awhile our earthly nights and days
Shall keep the blessed spirit that I praise.
VII. sonnet
On the 9th of June 1290
upon a day, came Sorrow in to me,
Saying, (I've come to stay with thee a while ; '
And I perceived that she had ushered Bile
And Pain into my house for company.
Wherefore I said, ' Go forth—away with thee !'
But like a Greek she answered, full of guile,
And went on arguing in an easy style.
Then, looking, I saw Love come silently,
Habited in black raiment, smooth and new.
Having a black hat set upon his hair ;
And certainly the tears he shed were true.
So that I askecl, ' What ails thee, trifler ?'
Answering he said :   ' A grief to be gone through ;
Eor our own lady's dying, brother dear.3

